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CHAPTER 1  
OASIS 
 
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
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stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
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grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
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when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
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such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
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She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
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Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
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At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
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months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
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She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
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When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
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Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
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arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
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The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
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“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
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No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
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stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
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university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
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extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
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thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
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is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
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particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
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grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
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when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
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such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
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She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
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Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
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At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
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months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
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She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
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When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
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Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
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arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
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The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
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“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
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No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
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stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
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university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
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extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
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thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
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is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
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particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
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grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
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when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
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such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
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She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
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Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
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At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
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months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
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She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
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When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
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Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
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arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
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The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
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“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
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No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
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stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
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university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
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extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
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thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
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is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
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particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
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grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
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when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
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such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
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She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
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Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
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At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
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months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
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She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
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When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
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Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
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arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
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The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
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“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
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No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
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stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
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university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
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extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
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thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
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is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
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particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
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grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
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when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
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such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
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She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
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Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
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At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
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months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
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She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
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When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
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Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
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arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
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The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
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“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
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No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
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stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
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university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
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extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
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thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
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is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
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particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
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grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
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when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
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such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
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She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
 107 
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
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At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
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months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
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She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
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When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
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Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
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arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
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The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
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“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
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No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
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stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
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university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
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extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
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thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
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is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
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particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
 123 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
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when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
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such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
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She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
though, it is dark, and such things can wait until morning.  
The night her mother dies, Laurel takes a drive. The phone rings middle of the night—
late, but not so late that the night owls and restless people of Oregon aren’t awake. Laurel is one 
such type, and still high from the chocolate bar she ate around nine. The bright blue light of her 
phone, the coarse hum of plastic on glass, it cuts through the room and causes Laurel to flinch. 
No one ever calls her, except her mother, and since her mother got sick, since she moved from 
home to hospital and hospital to hospice, no one calls Laurel at all.  
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Oh sure, sometimes there is the occasional wrong number or spam call, and text message 
reminders about haircuts and amazon shipping notifications. The department manager at the 
university where Laurel teaches part-time sends emails. But only blank emails, with attachments 
that have lengthy names of course schedules and contracts. The woman Laurel dated eighteen 
months prior, hasn’t spoken to her since Laurel sent the long block text message explaining 
exactly why it wasn’t working between them and how it might be fixed. In hindsight, Laurel 
thinks that maybe four dates is too soon to send that type of message, but she doesn’t regret it. 
She has no time for relationships.  
When he phone rings, Laurel is sitting in the darkness of her living room. It’s a bad habit 
she’s developed when she’s stoned—to sit and do nothing at all. Bad this night, this week in 
particular, because she has work to do. She has lessons to plan, and grade sheets to fill. She has a 
stack of student essays still sitting in the back seat of her car. The wishy-washy, vague, illogical, 
arguments of her freshmen and sophomore students. She should be grading them, should have 
graded them two weeks ago. Now, every class period, a different one raises their hand and asks 
when they’ll be getting their essay back. Tomorrow, Tuesday, another one will. Laurel is tall for 
a woman, but with a round face that betrays an openness and an eagerness to please all.  
“Laurel,” they call her. Because she has asked them to. Laurel, because it’s a formal 
name, but not so formal as miss or ma’am. Laurel, but never Lorie, never Elle.  
She registers the number on her phone screen with a slow dismay. It creeps through her 
body, starting first behind her eyes, like the tingle of a migraine, and then falling into her 
stomach. A heavy rock. Her mother’s hospice. There’s only one reason they’d call in the middle 
of the night like this.  
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At first, she just holds the phone to her ear before remembering to say hello. Even then, 
her voice comes out in a breathy whisper, as if the knowledge of her mother’s death has already 
extinguished something in her. Though it was expected, coming, had been just around the corner 
for months even. Still, Laurel is surprised by it.  
She does not pack, does not take anything other than her wallet and her cellphone—There 
is no reason to. A small drive, she tells herself. Time to think and process. Her mother’s hospice 
is on the other side of the city. She can drive, she can grab breakfast, she can reach the facility by 
sunrise. Then the mortuary. Then the cemetery. It will all be so easy.   
Of course, there will be calls to make and answer. Arrangements and plans. Laurel 
teaches three classes and still doesn’t earn any healthcare benefits. But at twenty-five, she was 
still on her mother’s plan. A good plan. Solid. Earned from years of working at Fredrick’s 
grocery store. Now that is over, too, and tomorrow, there will be so much to do. For now, 
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